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THE AMERICAN ADVOCATE OF PEACE AND ARBITRATION. 



THE NEW SONG. 

JOHN G. WIIITTIEK. 

Sound over all waters, reach out from all lauds, 
The chorus of voices, the clasping of hands ; 
Sing hymns that were sung by the stars of the morn ; 
Sing songs that were sung when Jesus was born ; 

With glad jubilations 

Bring hope to the nations. 
The dark night is ending, and dawn has begun ; 
Rise, hope of the ages, arise like the sun ; 
All speech flow as music, all hearts beat as one. 

Sing the bridal of nations with chorals of love ; 
Sing out the war vulture and sing in the do\e, 
Till the heart of the people keep time in accord, 
And the voice of the world is the voice of the Lord. 

Clasp hands of the nations 

In strong gratulations. 
The dark night is ending, and dawn has begun ; 
Rise, hope of the ages, arise like the sun ; 
All jpeech flow to music, all hearts beat as one. 

Blow, bugles of battle, the marches of peace ; 
East, West, North and South, let the long quarrel cease ; 
Sing the song of great joy that the angels began ; 
Sing of glory to God and of good-will to man . 

Hark! joining in chorus. 

The heavens bend o'er us ; 
The dark night is ending, and dawn has begun ; 
Rise, hope of the ages, arise like the sun ; 
All speech flow to music, all hearts Ijeat as one. 



DIARY OF THE SECRETARY. 

July 18. Llandrindod Wells, Wales. Walked to the 
top of a neighboring hill and saw the sunset from the 
churchyard of a little old, stone edifice, which has had 
sparsely attended services (Episcopal) for 300 years. 
A farmer by the name of Owens lives near by and we be- 
came acquainted and compared notes on American and 
Welsh farming. 

July 19. Still drinking the waters of Llandrindod and 
with good effect ; walking, resting, riding, and eating 
make up most of the incidents of the day. Attend 
morning prayers at 10 a. m. at the Calvinistic Methodist 
Church. 

Sunday, July 21. Worshipped at the Congregational 
Chapel in the morning and at the Methodist in the evening. 
Mr. Thomas, an enterprising merchant, trains a fine large 
choir of boys and girls who sing admirably in Welsh or 
English. 

Monday, July 22. Drove to Penuibont, a small vil- 
lage a few miles away, with friends. There was a Friends' 
house of worship at this place and I enjoyed a call on a 
Quaker lady, whose fervent piety and audible responses 
in prayer reminded me of the Methodist people more than 
the Quakers I knew in childhood. 

Tuesday, July 23. Gave a lecture on the Battle of 
Gettysburg at the Congregational Chapel to a good 
audience, among whom were many ministers of different 
denominations. Dr. Evans of New College, London, 
presided. He is building a new and elegant cottage in 
this his native principality, and pursues his studies as 
well as enjoys his rest among the Welsh hills. Mrs. Evans 
prepared a helpful map of the battlefield and mine host 
Villiers ©f the Park House, painted a picture of Gen. O. O. 
Howard on horseback to illustrate it. I was introduced as 
"the Henry Richard of America" — an entirely undeserved 



compliment — but it secured hearty applause and a sympa- 
thetic hearing. Mr. Richard was loved and honored by 
all his Welsh countrymen. A collection of about $20 
was taken up for the Chapel debt, a luxury not confined 
to our side of the water. I had my first experience in 
addressing any but an American audience on our Civil 
War. I was struck with the rapt attention and intelligent 
interest shown in the subject bj' all. Some of my words 
were new to my audience, especially the word "mad" 
quoted in the sense of angry — they thought I meant insane ! 

July 24. How refreshing these letters and newspapers 
from home ! It is a rainy day and I enjoyed resting and 
reading after my morning draughts of "Saline" and 
"Chalybeate." A coal fire in the grate of my room is a 
great comfort even in July. 

Jidy 25. Was sad to bid my friends, Rev. and Mrs. 
P. Husband Davies, good-by on their return to London, 
their vacation in their native land being over. 

Jvly2Q.. The guests of the Park House were photo- 
graphed by our host. A sunny day with a clear, blue 
sky and westerly wind. Walked a few miles to the farm 
rented of Mr. Gibson Watt by a Mr. Jones. I enjoj^ed 
the twittering pewet, which followed me, the many unac- 
customed flowers, the grassy byways and preserved forests, 
the smoothly cultivated but hilly farm with stone house 
and barn ; a glass of milk from the farmer's wife, a chat 
with a boy who came to harness the horse to haul the hay 
from the field to the stack. Farmer Jones is a singer 
and the Oratorio book was well thumbed and I have no 
doubt, the music was mastered and well sung by him. I 
wish our rural populations would cultivate singing as do 
the Welsh. Their congregational singing of favorite 
tunes is uplifting. Everybody, from eighty to five years, 
seems to know tunes and words and all join as heartily as 
hungry people eat. 

Sunday, July 28. Preached the Gospel of Peace to a 
full congregation at the Methodist Chapel and spoke a 
few words at the Congregational Chapel. Peace publica- 
tions were eagerly received at the close of my remarks as 
they always are at home. Enjoyed evening prayers with 
much singing with nearly all the guests in the drawing- 
room of the hotel. All kneel and and all appear reverent 
and devout. It seems natural for the people to appear 
thus and I am glad to miss the appearance of constraint 
and concession that I have noticed in similar circumstances 
in America. 

July 29. What a lovely little river is the Ilhon along 
whose banks I wandered till the time of the evening 
prayer-meeting which I was glad to attend. To the latter 
came the neighboring farmers and their families. The 
engagements of those who receive guests in their house- 
holds keep many away at this season. Radnorshire is 
agriculturally the poorest of Welsh counties, but the out- 
of-door markets, with neatly dressed women, selling 
chickens, lamb, eggs, etc., after their long walks over 
the grassy paths of the hills, show thrift and, industry. 

Jxdy 30. Went with friends to Llandovery, thirty 
miles, to an Agricultural Fair. The ancient town, the 
chapels, the old ruined castle, the exhibition of plants, 
flowers, fruits, horses, dogs — all interested me. I gave 
in the Angel of Peace for October, some account of the 
prize dog trial, and have greatly enjoyed the Welsh 
collies and their shepherd masters. During the day I 
saw no drunkenness or gambling and heard no profanity. 



